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It lay a mile away from the little country town,
shut out from the road by a noble hedge, so high that
even Jim Berry, the giant coaL^heaver, the wonder
and the terror of my childhood, could not see over,
so thick that no eye could peer through. It was a
garden of plenty, but also a garden of the fancy,
with neglected corners, rich in tangled growths and
full of romantic possibilities. It was in this wilder
terrain that I had found the hedgehog, here, too, had
seen the glow-worm's delicate light, and here, with
my brain excited by The Story of the Hundred Days,
that I knew the Frenchmen lurked in ambush while
I at the head of my gallant troop of the Black Watch
was careering with magnificent courage across the
open country where the potatoes and the rhubarb
and the celery grew.
It was ever the Black Watch. Something in the
name thrilled me. And when one day I packed a
little handbag with a nightgown and started out to
the town where the railway station was, it was to
Scotland I was bound and the Black Watch in which
I meant to enlist. It occurred to me on the road
that I needed money and I returned gravely and
asked my mother for half a crown. She was a
practical woman and brought me back to the prose
of things with arguments suitable to a very youthful
mind.
The side windows of the house commanded the
whole length of the garden to where at the end stood
the pump whence issued delicious ice-cold water